MARGARET IN STAFFORDSHIRE

"Socialism!" she cried, catching the word. "It's
well Pa isn't here. He has Fits when people talk of
socialism. Fits!"

The initial laughed in a general kind of way.

The curate said there was socialism and socialism,
and looked at Margaret to gauge whether he had been
too bold in this utterance. But she was all, he per-
ceived, for broad-mindedness, and he stirred himself
(and incidentally his tea) to still more liberality of ex-
pression. He said the state of the poor was appalling,
simply appalling; that there were times when he
wanted to shatter the whole system, "only," he said,
turning to me appealingly, "What have we got to
put in its place?"

"The thing that exists is always the more evident
alternative," I said.

The little curate looked at it for a moment. "Pre-
cisely," he said explosively, and turned stirring and
with his head on one side, to hear what Margaret
was saying.

Margaret was saying, with a swift blush and an
effect of daring, that she had no doubt she was a
socialist.

"And wearing a gold chain!" said Gertrude, "and
drinking out of eggshell! I like that!"

I came to Margaret's rescue. "It doesn't follow
that because one's a socialist one ought to dress in
sackcloth and ashes."

The initial coloured deeply, and having secured my
attention by prodding me slightly with the wrist of
the hand that held his teacup, cleared his throat and
suggested that "one ought to be consistent."
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